pulated my perfidy with clumsy hands. I was my own
tormentor. Poor me! I have never been freed from
thjat lie. My only object in life has been to hide it.
Juliette has put up with it. I have deprived her of my
childhood, stolen it away from her, for true love
involves the whole of a life. I have concealed from
her all the gangrened portion of my heart, the mag-
goty part. My love for her has had always to shine
through that tenacious patch of darkness which lies,
curled up, deep in myself, like an animal. What if
she is like me?

Fran9ois passed a hand through his hair. A thin ray
of comforting sunlight lay across the floor. A gusty
wind was making the shutters creak in their confining
catches.

It is time for me to go to my father, to the old

man who must be sittingnow, bent over his memories,

a merciful father, as Christians would say, and no

longer the man who stared only at a vision of Hell.

He is now once more my father, as naked as myself.

Soon I will go to him, asking him no account of his

actions. Poor father, an involuntary assassin seen by

the uncertain light of my youth which comes back

to me trembling on the brink of day. Poor mother,

an involuntary victim who leaned upon me thanks to

my passion, upright and intense, but who also pulled

me back, for the lie cannot hold out against what

most it loves. Good-morrow, father: good-morrow,

mother, united once again in the soft light set moving

by the wind in the leafless branches.

Fran9ois felt happy. His fatigue had vanished. He
looked with respect upon the house which had been
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